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4 April 1979 

Dear Harold and Lil : 

not mean lack of intMs?T°ffioJ h iSl e fa!Al e ^ e ag} s 8t^§? s 
calamity, merely that, like you, I've been busy. And doing 
very well. Not much that can excite you, but it truly is 
satisfying to do the various volunteer chores I'm able to 
for Hospice. The latest being the assembly of a master mailing 
list of more than 5 ,000 IBM cards. 

And recently the volunteer support group known as Friends 
of Hospice staged a mammoth g®age sale which netted $5,000. I 
helped collect and sort all the junk, set it up for sale, and 
did some of the selling. We filled and emptied a whole gymnasium. 

Soon they will begin working volunteers into their home 
health care program, which the Hospice in San Diego already does. 
I'll try this too, partly because I know something about it and 
mostly because I know how much another interested helper can 
mean. 

It is not easy to mention this without seeming immodest, 
but perhaps the most satisfying activity I've got into is helping 
new survivors. Both men and women, although the men are less 
willing to accept comfort and help. But even with a couple of 
the men I think I've been able to furnish new perspectives and 
ehlp them figure out what they're going through. One is a 
retired master sergeant from the Presidio, quite shattered by 
the death of his wife; the other is a pianist for a very well 
known orchestra. It happenas that a_mong the survivors I"m 
apparently the one the newly widowed women f ind“Tbast menacing 
and therefore easier to talk to. There are several who have 
thanked me for just talking to them, comparing notes and 
assuring them they aren't crazy to be depressed, or resentful, 
or even full of rage at what has happened. In most cases they 
have lost extraordinarily intelligent and and talented husbands, 
some of whom I have known by reputation at least. These gals 
really have a hard time, and seem genuinely astounded to encounter 
a mere man who will tell them he knows very well how they feel 
and is willing to sit down and discuss it with them. Just not 
being another woman seems to be an important part of it, just 
as I can talk to a woman more easily about Jenifer than I could 
to another man. 


Dave/and Elaine called a couple of nights ago, and we must 
have talked Cor almost half an hour. They sound fine, and agree 
with my suspicion that the Three Mile Island accident (which now 
seems to be less likely to turn into a disaster) probably v/as a 
good thing to have happened, in that it finally made people 
think through a bit about the inherent daggers of tohe whole 
nuclear .power technology and of letting private capitalism have 
any serious degree of control over it. I trust there aren't 
enough prevailing north winds to pose any danger to your area. 


Finally, it has turned warm, and I'm about to go into 
the usual round of cleaning up the place outside, cutting back 
brush, trimming trees, pulling weeds and what not. I can use 
the fresh air and exercize, and certainly could use your shredder 
if it were within borrowing distance. 


Best to you both, 


jdw 


